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Of the half-dozen people round, not a soul was missing it !
Oh, hell! And he the master of the house ! Stepping
forward, he put his arm through that of Soames :
" That'll do, sir," he said, quietly ; " this is not a Peace
Conference."
There was a horrid hush ; and in all the group only the
soft man's white hands, washing each other, moved.
Marjorie Ferrar took a step towards the door.
" I don't know who this person is," she said ; " but he's
a liar."
" I reckon not."
At the edge of the little group was a dark young man.
His eyes were fixed on Marjorie Fcrrar's, whose eyes in turn
were fixed on his.
And suddenly, Michael saw Fleur, very pale, standing
just behind him. She must have heard it all! She smiled,
waved her hand, and said :
" Madame Carelli's going to play."
Marjorie Ferrar walked on towards the door, and the
soft man followed her, still washing those hands, as if trying
to rid them of the incident. Soames, like a slow dog
making sure, walked after them ; Michael walked after
him. The words " How amusing! " floated back, and a
soft echoing snigger. Slam ! Both outer door and incident
were closed.
Michael wiped his forehead. One half of the brain be-
hind admired his father-in-law ; the other thought: ' Well,
the old man has gone and done it ! ' He went back into the
drawing-room. Flcur was standing near the clavichord, as
if nothing had happened. But Michael could see her
fingers crisping at her dress ; and his heart felt sore. He
waited, quivering, for the last chord.
Soames had gone up-stairs. Before ' The White Monkey'
in Michael's study, he reviewed his own conduct. He re-

